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| Crock-odile 
rock 


Elton John 
Sheffield 


HE'S PREPOSTEROUS! This Stumpy, jumpy, dumpy, 
lumpy, roly-poly, rock’n ‘rolly prince of pomp and Pop; this 
cult figure (more figure than cult!), a podgy juke-box of 
non-stop Classics, is a parody even of himself! 

You want hit records performed with verve, imagination 
and boyish enthusiasm? Try a tearful ‘Song For Guy’, a 
surreal flash-bomb caricature of ‘Pinball Wizard’, a superb 
version of ‘Daniel’ and a drastically re-arranged ‘Rocket 
Man’ which captured all the disorientation and pathos of 
the lyrics. 

You want more passion and choking emotion? Here’s 
the show starting with ‘Funeral For A Friend’/‘Love Lies 
Bleeding’ followed a couple of songs later by the eye- 
moistening perfection of ‘Someone Saved My Life 
Tonight. If anything, though, these are surpassed by the 
throat-gagging poignancy of the evocatively desperate 
‘Empty Garden’. 

Too much pain and heartbreak? Have a little humour — 
well, just take a look at Elton in that ridiculous 
(Admiral’s?) uniform for a start! Then there was the 
moment he was informed that his beloved Watford had 
been crushed 7-3 in a football match and he asked if 
anyone had a ceremonial sword on which he could 
commit suicide. 

Add to this a sense of history. Not only is EJ reunited 
with his original band again (Nigel Olsson on drums, 
guitarist Davey Johnstone and bassist Dee Murray) but he 
dusted off a few songs from the earliest of albums, 
Slipping in a Storming version of ‘Where To Now, St 
Peter?’ next to tracks from his latest LP, including — not 
surprisingly — his new single! 

But, despite the warm joy of seeing this group back 
together, all eyes (aided by two Spotlights which follow 
his every move) are on Elton as he breaks four piano 
stools in his jaunty exhuberance, screws up his face like a 
bulldog and organises community singing on ‘Benny And 
The Jets’. 

Really, the man is an enigma (ie he’s a nut-case!). He 
goes round smashing furniture, clambering on top of 
expensive pianos — boy, if I'd tried that when | was a kid, 
I'd have got a bashing! — Screaming at the audience who 
have paid a fiver each to see this dumpy devil of glittering 
pantomime . . . it’s like early Presley meeting late 
Liberace! 

Elton John rushes about like a demented military 
dictator, determined to act like John Curry or Chas 
Smash even when he looks and sounds like Mrs Mills! 

At 10.15 on a Wednesday nikght — when most sensible 
people are at home watching the news on televison — 
this balding, middle-age spreading lunatic was bellowing 
like a wounded ox, playing the piano with his feet and 
jumping off a podium with the zestful abandon of a 
gazelle. Now, | ask you, is that any way for a grown man 
to behave? 


You bet! i 
JOHNNY WALLER 


